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There are heroes who have heard the rally and have

seen

The glitter of a garland round their head.

Theirs is the hollow victory. They are deceived
But you, my brother, and my ghost if you can go

Knowing that there is no reward, no certain use
In all your sacrifice, then honour is reprieved.

To fight without hope is to fight with grace,

The self reconstructed, the false heart repaired.'

Then I turned with a smile, and he answered my salute
As he stood against the fretted hedge, which was like
white lace.

ANNE RiDLER
Now as Then

When under Edward or Henry the English armies,

Whose battles are brocade to us and stiff in tapestries,

On a green and curling sea set out for France,

The Holy Ghost moved the sails, the lance   -

Was hung with glory, and in all sincerity

Poets cried cGod will grant to us the victory'*

For us, who by proxy inflicted gross oppression,

Among whom the humblest have some sins of omission,

War is not simple: in more or less degree

All are guilty, though some will suffer unjustly.

Can we say mass to dedicate our bombs ?

Yet those earlier English, for all their psalms